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indefinitely if all went well, or find our way back to
Azraq if anything went wrong, Lawrence, on the
other hand, was all for moving north of Deraa and
facing the retreating Turks. Accustomed as he
was to the uncanny mobility of his body-guard and
of the Bedouin irregulars, he did not in the least
realise how clumsy and immobile the Sherifian
detachment was. He had never ridden with it
except for a few hours during the great raid, and
even then he was not tied to its exasperatingly slow
pace. His idea was that we should plant ourselves
somewhere near the line, in the low-lying country
which stretched northwards from Deraa, and hold
up the remnants of the Fourth Army if they got
past before the 4th Division could catch them.
This seemed to me unsound, and I said so. It
would bring us into the direct line of retreat not
only of the Fourth Army, but also of the remnants
of the Turkish forces west of the Jordan, and our
tiny force would be in the position of the hunter
who stands in the only line of escape of the driven
lion, instead of waiting on a flank to shoot him as
he dashes by. I was supported by all the soldiers
of the party, and we managed at last to make
Lawrence see that we were right in this, but he still
thought it would be unbearably dull to stay where
we were, and was determined to cross over to some
place west of the line. We discussed a number of
alternatives, and Sherif Nasir eventually agreed
that we should cross to the west of the line north of
Ghazale station and plant ourselves at the village
of Shaikh Saad, which stood on rising ground well
clear of the railway, some thirteen miles north of
Deraa. None of the soldiers liked this plan very
much, but provided that we got across safely, and